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D. L. Tolleson
The Symbol Monger
The dark waters slowly lapped up against the
wrecked ship, creating a sound of restful slumber.
The night sky seemed to cast down an eerie shade
of blue color as the mist of rain quickly covered
the remaining dry hull of the beached ship. Dull
and shapeless trees appeared to lean out in an
effort to grasp the battered hull. Suddenly,
through the darkness of the miserable night came a
haunting voice.
"I don't mean to interrupt, Ni, but where are
you going?"
Nisonic Marthen snapped the book shut and
slowed his walking pace as he looked over at his
sister. "Everytime I get into a book, you butt
'
I"
l.n.

Nacelle Marthen, a lean and well-built young
woman of 23, looked at the book her brother held
in his hand. The cover pictured a rotting ship's
hull capsized on a beach . "I read the book .
The author puts way too much symbolism into the
story."
"Symbolism!" snorted Nisonic. "There isn't an
ounce of proof that
he meant to
symbolize
anything," he said.
"I'm not going to argue with you again," she
cut him short. "Come on, you were wandering away
from our path."
For the first timB, since leaving the town
thirty minutes ago, Nisonic noticed the path. This
was undoubtably due to his deep involvement with
the book. He and his sister had slightly wandered
away from the well - beaten trail which led from
their house to the town book center. They quickly
corrected for their lack of direction and were
back on the path. The house was just visible ahead
through the grove of trees to the far right .
Nisonic wasn't a young man to give up easily:
"I still say you're wrong about the symbolism.
Most people believe that the ship symbolizes
humanity, and the sea, time. Still others see the
ship as-- "
"I know the theories," Nacelle cut in again.
"Well then, don't you see? he questioned. "So
many different theories must mean that he didn't
actually mean to symbolize anything."
Nacelle stopped and looked at
her
seventeen-ye ar-old brother. His dark hair was
brushed back like that of a mad scientist. His
plain features calmly awaited her rebuttal.
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"Look, Ni, I don't know why you hate to look
a
seeing
admit
or
see,
and
things
at
don't
I
.
else
represent ation of something
know why, and frankly, I don't care. So let's drop
walking,
turned and began
it." She sharply
somewhat faster than before.
"Okay," he
Nisonic remained motionles s.
called out. "I know what it is."
Nacelle slowed to a stop and turned about to
"Then what is it?" she asked with a
face him.
sigh.
"I'm just your dumb adopted brother!"
he snapped. "Okay, I don't see things the way you
do. And I know I'm different . That's about what it
all boils down to, isn't it?"
"What?" she gasped. "What has symbo--"
"It's like this in everything . You hate me!
You hate my guts! You see a ship, it represent s
humanity. I see the same ship, and all I see is a
ship. So, I'm dumb . Just a dumb adopted brother
and you HATE me!"
She moved back to him, all the time holding
I didn't know
her eyes level with his . "Ni
I
you felt that way. I don't think that .
don't, I've never--"
"Don't lie to me!" he yelled.
"I love you, Ni," she heard herself saying.
It was something she wouldn't have ever said.
"I've never thought--"
"You don't think I see," he broke in again,
his voice on the edge of hysterics . "But--but I
do. I know what you think. I know- - "
"Stop it," she growled.
"I know you-- "
"Stop it!"
"--and would--"
"I said stop it!" she screamed, reaching out
to shake him.
"Hit me! Go ahead, you hate me!"
"Shut up!" she ordered, grabbing his
shoulders , "shut your fat mouth!" She quickly
broke her hold and watched him bow his head. She
ran her hand through her long brown hair. She felt
. I'm sorry,
her whole body trembling . "Uh
Ni."

He scuffed his shoe in the dirt, keeping his
eyes down and head sagged.
"I don't know
"But really," she mumbled.
You've got to straighten
what's gotten into you.
up.
Nisonic looked up. For a moment she found
she
herself just plain gawking. In all the years,
had never seen him cry. But now, his eyes were
streaming .
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"I--I'm sorry.
. Ni, I didn't mean--" She
reached out, not knowing what to do. He turned
away and stumbled over to a fallen tree. After he
had sat down, Nacelle moved over to his side and
eased down on his left. She could hear his small
sobs.
"I'm sorry, Ni," she kept saying. She wanted
to say more, to convey how she felt. Some way to
say, ··I understa nd. " He had bottled up so much for
so long
. She wanted to reach out, to touch
him, to help. But she couldn' t. She knew he never
touched anyone, and expected to be treated the
same. He had always remained calm, set apart from
the others. She couldn' t reach out because -She looked down to see his tremblin g hand on
her leg. She looked to his face.
"I want .
. I want to--belo ng. "
Nacelle stretche d out her arms and wrapped
them around him.
"You do, Ni, you do. You'll
always belong."
She didn't know how long they stayed there.
She didn't remembe r and didn't care. All she cared
about was Ni. Time had caught up with him. Mother
had once said that it would happen. Nacelle was
sure he would fall apart when Mother and Father
had died. But he didn't.
He took it calmly and
coldly. So many times he could have gone to
pieces, but didn't. She had begun to think that
Mom had been wrong, that Ni would never break. But
time had proven Mom right.
Nacelle walked out onto the porch and seated
herself on
the steps.
The starligh t
dimly
displaye d the wide-ope n range for miles. She could
see the Westmiz er house and the lighted windows.
They lived a good mile away. She looked up.
Strange, she thought, they all look like little
lights which are alive. Each star seemed to be
slightly laughing . But at what . . . or whom? What
did Ni see them as?
There was a scuffle behind her and she turned
to see Nisonic come out onto the porch. He walked
across the creaking planks and sat down beside
her. In his hand was another book .
. one which
didn't come from the book center. From the dust on
the cover, she surmised it came from the basemen t.
Ni spent a lot of time down there.
"It's nice out here," he said.
She nodded. "What's the book?"
He held it up, showing her the title.
"What's it about?"
"A guy like me," he answered .
"Oh?"
"Yeah. He lives in a world of facts. Then one
day, he sort of goes off the deep end. Before you

know it, he's looking for symbols in everything.
to
meaning
a
find
to
wants
He
himself."
everything-- including
"Are you like that?" she asked.
He didn't answer her at first, then finally:
"I think so. Everything has got to have a meaning
just don't know what I mean, or
. I guess. I
represent in life . "
"Human beings don't have to represent
something."
"You don't think so?"
. if we did, life would be no more
"Well .
than a story, a book."
"That's a thought."
"I mean, after all, we read stories not live
them."
"I believe everything has a meaning, ·· he
commented, handing her the book. "I think that
might know what I
I
finish that book,
once I
symbolize."
She smiled. "That's a big reverse for you.
It was meant to be like
"Not really .
that."
She opened the book and allowed her eyes to
adjust to the dim light and typesetting. Printed
in large bold letters was: 'The Symbol Monger: A
'All
Short Story Collection.' Just beneath that:
the characters in this book are fictitious and any
is
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead,
purely coincidental .'
She turned the page and began reading, but
stopped after the first sentence.
"This first strory starts the same as the
book you got at the book center. Listen to this:
'The dark waters slowly lapped up against the
restful
sound of
creating a
wrecked ship,
slumber. ' ·· She looked over at Nisonic, who was
idly staring off into space.
"Did you hear me?"
"Yeah. You said it was the same as the book I
got this morning.
"It is."
"Try skipping down to about the eighth line
and start there," he suggested.
She shrugged and looked back down at the
Ni, but where
book: "I don't mean to interrupt,
are you going?"
Nisonic Marthen snapped the book shut, slowed
his walking pace as he looked over at his sister.
"Everytime I get into a book, you butt in."
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Peggy Cook
Metamorphoses of the Baby-Boomers
"Mother, don't ever ask me to do that
again--promise," James pleaded.
"Me neither--I've never been so embarrassed,'
Jacqueline nagged.
"Children, I was so proud of you.
"Look on the bright side," their father
chided, "a high school reunion only happens every
twenty years."
As we drove on to my parents' house,
thirty
minutes away, I felt like my time capsule had been
opened. My old home that was in an addition called
"Country Club Estates" had been urbanized.
The dirt road where Bobby Thompson and I rode
horses, hit shag balls, and molded a friendship
that could never be tarnished by an atmosphere of
infatuation, was replaced
with freeways
and
skyscrapers choking the boundless landscape of
mesquite trees and tumbleweeds.
I wondered why Bobby wasn't at the picnic. He
was probably a business executive who played golf
or a golf pro who had a lot of business.
As we rolled into my folks' driveway, Daddy
was watering the lawn; that's one of his favorite
hobbies, watching the grass grow, because in West
Texas that's a novelty. He spat tobacco when he
hollered at the kids as they charged the front
door, "Take off your shoes." He turned off the
water and sauntered into the house behind us.
The
odor of red beans simmering greeted us.
Mother was hemming my sundress for the
evening dance. White damask latticed with prisms
billowed in her lap. She was normally a fashion
plate, but today she was in her duster and her
hair resembled a frightened blonde porcupine.
Obviously, she had been erasing all evidence of
kids from the white carpet and glass tables.
A cool breeze flowed past the fern-filled
patio and kept a soft chime ringing while we
chatted about the metamorphoses of my senior
class.
"Was Bobby there?" Mother asked.
"No, maybe he'll be at the dance."
"Don't count on it--remember he was charged
with rape back in '69."
"Mother, he was acquitted. Besides he
wouldn't have to rape. Some deb was probably a
week late and decided to nail Bobby for services
rendered."
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"His parents, more'n likely, disowned him to
prevent being black-balled at the country club,"
Mother uttered.
"You're right. The social ladder breeds
plastic parents."
After an hour I began the production of
creating an illusion that I hadn't gotten older,
but better. Now all I had to figure out was--what
. A soothing bubble bath was
I was better at .
step one.
While soaking in the soup of bubbles, my mind
wandered back to the picnic. My only reason for
coming to this reunion was to see Bobby, Chechi
(our foreign exchange student), and Lindy . In
spite of their absence, the hospitality was warmer
than the West Texas sun.
I found myself chatting with people I barely
spoke to in the halls of Permian High. Why? The
class of '65 had been shoved into a period that
and
riots, drugs,
racial
contained Vietnam,
women's liberation. We survived, well most of us,
and were bonded by our existence .
My hands trembled as I attempted to paint a
youthful mask. Tom sauntered into the bathroom and
my
began his shaving ritual. He glanced at
reflection in the mirror and sputtered shaving
cream, "What' s wrong?"
"Nothing . "
"Dammit, Pricilla don't patronize me.
"Estee Lauder can't hide age spots, wrinkles,
and fat. It would take a month at the Greenhouse
and a plastic surgeon--I don't want to go."
He wrapped his arms around me and instructed,
"We are going, now go pour yourself into that
sundress and don't forget to pin the bosom."
The ballroom was buzzing with "Where have you
been?" "You haven't changed a bit," "How many
children do you have?" etc. etc .
There was Pat Brown, Mr . Permian High School,
strutting
with a drink and cigarette in hand,
had
around wallowing in the compliments . He
lanky lad into a conceited
changed from a shy,
yuppy.
Tom asked if I wanted a drink, and before I
could reply he strolled toward the bar. Diane, a
friend from marching band, was standing beside me,
"Did you tell him what you wanted?" she asked.
"No," I laughed, "after eighteen years of
marriage you're lucky if one asks a question,
because he knows I know the question and I know he
knows the answer."
Diane giggled, her pug nose still crinkled
and pushed her eyes into slits when she laughed .
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Why had I envied her in high school? Perhaps
it was because she had a Mustang or mostly because
Old Pseudo Sousa allowed her to be tardy every
day.
Diane continued , "Tom is good-look ing. "
"What?"
"Your husband is handsome ."
"He is?" I replied glancing his way to varify
what she said. My eye caught Chechi. She was
weaving her way through the crowd toward us. She
resembled a Myan statue whose lips were chisled
into a perpetual pout.
"I've been so worried about you and your
family with all the upheaval in Columbia. "
"I haven't lived in Bogota for twenty-one
years.
After
a
year
at
Permian-- !
was
Americani zed."
"Are you married?"
"Yes--I'm married to my work."
Chechi was the director for all the Spanish
speaking TV stations in the U.S. Tradition was
never her bag.
I'll never forget the day she
stepped off the plane smoking a cigarette . She
sent the
Odessa
society
spinning
in
its
hypocriti cal web.
"Pricilla ," a voice shrieked.
I turned to see Lindy Rader skimming through
the crowd
like
a
willow
branch
floating
downstream . Mother had remarked earlier that she
would either be in the pen or on silk stocking
row. She was the class klepto.
"Mousey," I yelled. The nickname still suited
her.
"How many kids do you have?" we asked in
unison.
"I have two rug-rats," Lindy answered.
"Me, too."
"I'm the meanest mother in Highland Park,"
Lindy rattled on, "after all the stunts you and I
pulled they'll never--"
"Do you remember the time we drove to Del Rio
with Bobby and Charley?" I interrupte d.
"I remember hitch-hik ing back," Lindy
retorted, "at night in the freezing rain. The good
Lord was with us when that truck driver turned out
to be a kind old man."
"Have you seen Bobby?"
"No," Lindy stated,
"his parents probably
haven't ungrounde d him after that pig venture."
"I had forgotten ," I said.
"How can you forget killing a hog and hanging
it from a tree in Boom-Boom 's front yard to cure?"
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" It was great fun until Boom's Dad pulled in
I
the drivew ay and caught us holdin g the sow,
laughed .
Tom cleared his throat and remark ed, " I hate
up this educat ional parley , but the
break
to
tation is beginn ing."
presen
awards
at a table that was surroun ded by
sat
We
marrie d in high school and hadn't
had
who
s
couple
home. They were cordia l, but
from
away
d
venture
like we were trespa ssing.
felt
I
reason
for some
C.B., our class presid ent, master ed the
ceremo ny. Some things never change ; he prevai led
as the class mouthp iece, except now his lung-po wer
exhaled money into a law practic e.
Most handsom e candid ates were Mike Morris and
Pat Brown, twenty years and we're still voting for
the same people .
"Who's the third conten der?" I asked.
"Jim Henson ," Mr. Cheerl eader replied , as he
handed me an annual .
"My stars and garter s--he marche d next to me
in band. He was so little his biceps crampe d when
a
Such
gasp.
trumpe t," I
the
he played
g"
Ducklin
Ugly
"The
e
believ
me
made
n
transfo rmatio
was non-fi ction.
Jim stoope d slight ly to shake hands with men
who until tonigh t didn't know he existed . Then he
thanked the class of gawker s, Eastwo od style.
Next on the agenda was the unplea sant task of
acknow ledging the classm ates who couldn 't be here
becaus e of Vietnam and other diseas es.
My eyes scanned the room looking for my
golden -haired friend.
"Bobby Thomps on," the P.A. boomed .
"Bobby Thomps on," I murmur ed.
"he
"Didn' t you know," a pious voice stated ,
."
ntiary
penite
the
ODed in
"Why?"
"He was in for selling dope," the woman
babble d on.
My head felt like helium -lead.
"Prici lla, go," Tom was saying .
"Where ?"
"On stage, you've been nomina ted for most
beauti ful."
I strugg led toward the stage. Elaine , Bobby' s
sweeth eart, was on the stage staring with zombie
eyes.
"Why," Elaine whispe red, "he had it all."
Too much-- it molded a buddin g youth into an
opium- eater.
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laUonne Rshley
Penny's Blind Dates
Almost everyone has been on a blind date at
one time or another. When I was in high school, my
girlfriends always had a blind date f o r me. When I
tH>ked about his looks, their reply was always, "He
has a great sense of humor," or "He has always
been nice to his mother." Needless to say, I never
ventured to accept their offers. But one of my
friends has had some amazing tales to tell of her
blind dates, and I would like to share a few of
those tales.
These tales involve my girlfriend Penny, who
has had more than her share of bad luck on blind
dates. On one cold, icy New Year's Eve, she had
her first date since her divorce . She was so
excited and spent countless hours preparing for
her date.
A
slinky black
cocktail
dress,
rhinestone high heels, and jewelry were purchased.
Her house was immaculate, the scented candles
glowing, the fireplace crackling,
the champagne
chil led, and the children packed off to neighbors.
The stage was set for romance. The door bell rang,
and Penny expectantly opened the door for her
first view of her blind date. She nearly shut the
door in his face.
He was dressed in a green
leisure suit, one of those old screen print
shirts, with no tie, his collar stuck inside of
his jacket,
and a white T-shirt showing four
inches at the neck. Her first impression was
further "enhanced" by his pants that were several
inches too short and--horror of horrors--white
socks! Finally, but reluctantly, she invited him
to come in out of the cold .
"It sure looks warm
and cozy," he leered, "We could stay here and get
to know each other better." "We must hurry and
leave, our friends are waiting for 'us in Dallas,"
she quickly responded.
After spending the entire
miserable, cold evening out in public with the
creep , he remained frozen in her memory as "White
Socks."
Believe it or not, Penny dared try it again,
on another blind date. She related this tale with
the same stoic good humor as the last blind date.
The appearance and dress
of this date
was
acceptable, she was relieved to discover. However,
his flaws became all too apparent as the evening
dragged along mercilessly. "If you didn't know I
was a history teacher," he prompted, "wouldn't you
think I was a coach?" flexing his muscles all the
while. "No," she thought to herself, "I thought

you had a tic." '' You really ought to get o ne of
"they are a
those new slit skirts," he offered,
lot sexier than that one . " His next flattering
"You should smoke cigarette s with
remark was,
they look more feminine . " "Most
filters;
white
kissed me by now, " he stated
already
girls have
you frigid or something ?
"Are
matter of factly;
waning along with her
was
humor
of
Her sense
him if they were going
asked
she
until
self-image
said, "I have already
he
thanks,"
"No
to dinner.
Insult
really hot .
her
made
that
eaten." Now,
for
up
make
to
dinner
even
not
and
added to injury
enough,
tely
appropria
and
movie
a
see
it! They did
it aptly named this date for her . It was "The
Jerk. "
Penny said the worst blind date she ever had,
she never had at all. When she opened the door to
just
"Are you Penny? I
admit her date, he asked,
I
before
place
right
the
had
I
wanted to make sure
the
had
he
him
assured
she
parked the car." After
correct address, he left . After an hour passed ,
she named him "The Man Who Never Returned . "
The next time poor Penny was approache d about
another blind date, she began trembling all over.
"No, not again, never!" she begged. But somehow
they prevailed , and she relented . She traveled
with one couple t o the host couple's house where
she was to meet her blind date. When greeted at
the door by a blac k-haired, blue - eyed, handsome
devil and a red-headed , four - eyed, freckle - faced
nerd, she automatic ally assumed which one was her
date. Imagine her chagrin, to find out after
flirting an hour with the redhead that he was the
host and the hostess was boiling mad! She was able
to explain her confusion and the evening became a
success. The handsome devil rescued her from any
more well-mean ing friends for many months.
After hearing all those tales, I cannot help
but wonder if maybe I have missed something in not
I could say, Penny has
accepting blind dates.
than I . In fact,
life
colorful
more
a
lived
experienc es such as those have certainly added to
her great sense of humor. But I will have to hear
a lot more tales with good endings before I summon
up the courage to ever go on a blind date.
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Yuonne Mnnn

The Fountain of Youth
The price marked on the cover of the spiral
notebo ok should have given away its age, being a
third the curren t price. Howev er, the noteb ook's
price was not
as intere sting
as what
was
discov ered inside . The date on the first page
(which just happen ed to be thirte en years to the
day it was found again) and the initia ls printe d
at the bottom of the page (initi als change d in a
weddin g ceremo ny twelve years ago) were enough to
tell me to settle on the couch and prepa re for a
trip to the past. The journa l did not just take me
to the past and show me long forgo tten ideas; it
broug ht me back to the prese nt full of new ideas
and gave me a foresh adowi ng of my future .
I recogn ized the handw riting. Funny how that
has never change d
in all
the years
since
eleme ntary schoo l, but the words were almos t like
a strang er's after all this time. The notebo ok
contai ned
the
musin gs
of
a
thoug htful
inexp erienc ed-in -life seven teen-y ear-ol d, writte n
for the purpo se of record ing all of life's lesson s
and exper iences , so that in years to come when her
memory was less accur ate she could remem ber where
she had been. I knew these words were intend ed for
a white -haire d woman far in the future , but here I
was discov ering my "lost" youth at the age of
thirty ! Her quick poems and essays were like
lectur es about the noble things to seek in life
and warnin gs of the crushi ng blows to avoid, all
spoken of with the convi ction and wisdom of one
who has been there. One entry reflec ts
the
disapp ointm ent of seeing , in herse lf, a glimp se of
traits not befitt ing a heroin e, but this sectio n
is balanc ed by
a piece
showin g her
great
sensi tivity toward life.
I realiz ed then the
writin gs were a part of my past not captur ed on
film, for how does one snap a shot of thoug hts and
feelin gs? But,
like old pictur es not seen in a
long time, the writin g reveal ed detail s unseen
before .
I wonde red as I came in focus with the
presen t again, if I had change d so much that those
strong emotio ns had slippe d away foreve r. Had I
become so much like the people I critic ized and
pitied in my writin gs, people wrapp ed up with
worry about mortg ages and career s? Did I stop
lookin g where I was going or where I had been?
Turnin g the note book to a clean page and dating
it, I began to write, not to the old white -haire d
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was
the thirty-yea r-old, and
woman , but to
feelings
and
thoughts
overjoyed at how easily the
showed
The new entry
flowed to the paper .
and
wife
a
as
reflection s of a role in life
associated
mother, learning the emotions that are
with being a wife and the joys of being a parent.
There are challenge s spoken of also, found in a
job that I can really tackle wholehear tedly and
No , I had not lost the
yet take pleasure in too.
ability to feel, but had instead plunged headfirst
into the mainstream of life so eargerly it left
time for little more than day-to-day musings .
The understan ding of the direction my
thoughts took from past to present left me to
wonder if I once again was writing for the future,
foreshadow ing forgetfuln ess and idleness in the
years to come. The words that stared back at me
were so full of life and promise that I could see
my writing had a new purpose and direction . I was
not writing a diary to be tucked away and read in
some distant time, more like a recipe to be added
to and sampled over and over. I realized that the
thoughts of the seventeen -year-old were not gone,
just matured and richer with experienc e, and that
feelings of the thirty-ye ar-old were more open and
inquisitiv e after having really tasted life; and
that was my insurance for a fulfilling future.
The spiral notebook showed me the influence
of the past on the present by motivatin g me to
once again take up writing, but the experienc e of
the present guided me to expand and take a
professio nal writing course. Writing has proven to
be the Fountain of Youth, overflowin g the mind and
emotions with youthful qualities that need never
fade away, but can be relived over and over.
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Alan L. Euans

Dining Out -- The Gourmet's Delight
With a multitude of restaurants available to
satisfy
virtually
any
desire,
it
becomes
increasingly difficult to choose among them. What
do you look for when making your choice: menu,
atmosphere, price, convenience? Wouldn't it be
great if all of these features were available at
one location? Well, they are! All of
these
qualities, and more, are waiting for you at your
neighborhood 7-Eleven.
There is a complete menu to choose from at
7-Eleven. Whether it be breakfast, lunch, or
dinner, you'll be sure to discover something
unusually exciting every visit. For breakfast, try
the "Jumbo": Two eggs, two bacon or sausage, two
pancakes, and hashbrowns--all on a bun! Just try
putting your mouth around one of these! Lunchtime
is a special time at 7-Eleven, especially if it's
Mexican food you crave. In fact, it is said that
the selection of burritos at 7-Eleven is solely
responsible for the recent increase in Hispanic
migration to our country.
Popular among school children (at all hours
of the day), 7-Eleven boasts a varied array of
customers, most of whom you'll be sure to spot on
your next visit. Among these valued patrons are
construction workers, beer vendors, quick-change
artists, potential store robbers--the list is
endless.
Offering one of America's finer dining
experiences, 7-Eleven is as convenient as the
corner gas station. After all, where else could
you fill up your gas tank, eat a scrumptious
breakfast, and do your weekly shopping . . . all
in less than twenty minutes?
The friendly,
green-smocked clerks at
7-Eleven are highly-trained professionals who can
easily carry out many duties simultaneously. I'm
always fascinated by anyone that can smoke a
cigarette, talk on the phone, eat a slurpee, and
run a cash register
. all at the same time!
Processing customers quickly is crucial at this
well-known establishment. Once, while in
the
checkout line, I realized that I had forgotten my
money. My wife and I had just finished a delicious
dinner of corn dogs, microwave popcorn,
and
chocolate
pudding.
Because
their
friendly
check-approval computer
wasn't working,
they
couldn't take my check. At first they wanted their
food back (and I was real tempted to give it to
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them). Finally, they agreed to hold something of
equal value--my wife!
While carry-out is available, dining in can
be an experience in itself. Simply locate a
(somewhat) clear area of counter space, and dig
in. This arrangement has many advantages, in that
you can select the atmosphere that your mood
desires. There is nothing more eye-opening than
sunrise at 7-Eleven. The sun's rays glimmering off
literally, a sight for
the gasoline canopy is,
sore eyes.
All in all, you'll be amazed with the way
you're treated at 7-Eleven. And don't forget their
slogan: "If we're not on your way home .
move!"

Rlan Simon

A Squash or an Oat?
Being shorter than most of the children in my
age group resulted in a competitive nature I have
to this day. Very early in life I resented not
"You
being chosen to play games. It was always,
can't
"You
and
can't do that, you are too short,"
cook, you are too small."
At an early age of four, I had begun to feel
I decided that if I could
left out. As a result,
or
jump as high, run as fast,
not be as pretty,
would
I
others,
fight physically as well as the
not be a total loser; I resolved to excel in
my
define and enhance
something that would
self-esteem.
As a matter of fact, I was shy and considered
myself unattractive , especially since I lived in
the shadow of an older sister who was considered
I had
the prettiest girl in the county. Also,
all
that
occasions
numerous
on
say
mother
my
heard
she
that
pretty
so
were
me
except
of her babies
said,
She
church.
at
them
did not have to hold
"Oh, she was so tiny, no one wanted to hold her."
There were other remarks that I remember, for
instance, "Oh, she is homely like her Daddy."
As a consequence of unfavorable comparisons,
aggressively
very
a path
upon
I embarked
attempting to do something that would merit praise
and gain attention. There was no way that I could
change my petite stature. I held my head high with
a stretched neck and was still shorter than
average. I would walk firmly and briskly, yet my
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walk did not compar e with my sister 's gracef ul
gait and confid ent stride . My desire to eclipse
her and my peers in some manner increas ed.
After analyz ing my situati on, I conclud ed
that I would use my mental skills to
gain
approv al . I entered spellin g contes ts in the
primary grades --succ essfull y
winnin g
in
the
school , the county ,
the distri ct and
state
intersc holast ic league meetin gs.
I won
each
compe tition from third grade level throug h high
school .
After feeling the taste of succes s in
spellin g, I was inspire d to pursue someth ing else.
Becaus e I talked so fast and stutter ed, I chose
what most people though t would be imposs ible for
me--sp eech. To contro l my stutter ing, I practic ed
in front of a mirror , develo ping confide nce and
learnin g to speak fluent ly . In the speech contes t,
again I won each compe tition that I entered .
Each time that I was succes sful in speech and
spellin g,
my
self-co nfiden ce
improv ed.
Conseq uently, subjec ts like chemis try and French
that other studen ts found diffic ult became my
specia lty . I concen trated on doing the things that
they could not do, and my grades in all subjec ts
soared . My assista nce and advice was sought by
other studen ts
and my
popula rity
increas ed
tremen dously.
I was not selecte d as the footba ll queen, nor
the Valent ine
sweeth eart; but
I was
class
valedi ctorian . I felt as tall as a skyscr aper, and
as strong as the rock of Gibral ter, as I stood
before the crowd
delive ring the
valedi ctory
addres s. I capture d my mother 's broad smile as I
quoted these famous words : "When God makes a
squash , he takes only a few months ; but to make an
oak, he takes thousan ds of years."

Rlen L . Euens

Do It for the Children
Writin g a 500-wo rd essay is not as easy a
task as youmig ht think, especi ally if you are
writing for a college Englis h grade. Person ally, I
hate writing . I find
it very diffic ult
to
disting uish betwee n the subord inate clause s · and
the insubo rdinate ones. Every once in a great
while,
howeve r,
someth ing
affect s
you
so
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emotionally that you'll surely lose your mind if
you don't tell the world how you feel.
The other day, I was reading an editorial
about the changing role women have taken over the
past several years. The article was written by a
grandmother who was speaking out against the
"working mothers" of the world. While reading the
article,
I
found myself
getting
angry--no,
violent! Like fireworks going off in my head, all
of the stored emotions, ideas, beliefs, and values
which I possessed were screaming to get out!
I
knew, then, that I had to write.
Growing up in the fifties was a pleasant
experience. There were no major conflicts to deal
with: Dinner was at five;
Sunday (after church)
you went to Grandma's; Morn was in the P.T.A. Then
it was different .
. Mom went to work. She
didn't have to work. We didn't need the money.
I
remember the commercials: "You've come a long way
baby!" Suddenly, everything is changed.
The children, who once enjoyed a hot
breakfast before school, now have a bowl of cold
cereal and a One-A-Day. They are rushed off to
school with dirty ears and money in their pockets.
They must survive life's many challenges without
the knowledge that someone is there if they need
help. Hurry up
. Mom will be late for her
career! And what are the children doing with the
newly found freedom and money? They are being
molested, abused, kidnapped, and hooked on drugs.
Who do you suppose is to blame for all this? Why,
the teachers, of course! In fact, let's have them
take commpetency tests to prove that they are
capable of "raising" our children for us. With Mom
and Dad both working, there is more money for the
good things, like eating out and going to movies.
Let's buy a second car and a bigger house. Whoops!
Now Morn has to work.
Are we really better off with two incomes in
the family? Look what's happened in the past
twenty years. Young parents have become more
materialistic and possessive.
They want to rid
themselves of the responsibilities of adulthood,
and concede to the whims of their egos. After all,
why have one good income when you can have two
that are just OK, and have more fun? The problem
is
that
our
children
are
learning
this
irresponsibility. They are growing up with the
idea that money and pleasure are the only purposes
for their existence; and it doesn't matter what
they do, or whom they hurt, to get it! If you
don't believe me, turn on your television during
prime time. You'll find sex, drugs, or violence in
every show. The new "heroes" are the bad guys--and
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they're getting
away!
Look
at
the
crime
statistics , the unemployment, the divorce rate.
Our morals have fallen to the levels of Sodom and
Gomorrah. All this chaos because no one gives a
damn for the children!
I'm not a chauvinist. Honest! What concerns
me is not the fact that women aren't "home in the
kitchen ;" it's
the fact
that no
one
is!
Personally, I think it would be great if, for the
next 2 , 000 years, women were the bread- winners and
men stayed home with the kids. The point is that
someone needs to restore order in the home . Being
a homemaker is one of the most honorable roles a
man or woman can play. The family unit will not
survive without it. And we, as a people, will
certainly not survive without the children .

Clara D. Stanley

Mechanism Report: ·compasses·
Introduction
The compass is a valuable instrument used in
drafting and other occupations to draw circles .and
arcs . This report will give a brief history and
description of the c o mpass . A discussion of the
uses and varieties
will include bow,
beam,
elliptical, triangle, and wooden compasses .
I. History and Origin
Evidence indicates that compasses have been
in existance since 1650 B. C. They have been found
in the ruins of Pompeii which was destroyed by the
eruption of Mt. Vesuvius in 79 A. D. (Americana) .
The compass , along with a ruler, was used to
develop many mathematical principles by the early
Egyptians and Babylonians (World Book).
Jean Theodorides in A History of Technolo~
and Invention states, "The Benaki Museum of Athens
possesses a Byzantine compass dating from the
tenth or eleventh century" (383).
The sector, an early compass, was perfected
by Galilee (1564-1642). It consisted of two hinged
scales (rulers) and was used with a pair of
dividers. The sector was opened to the desired
distance and the length was measured on the
engraved radial scale (Singer 627). Galilee, in
1597, manufactured the proportional compass for
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sale to augment his income,
Encyclope dia Americana .

according

to

The

II.Descrip tion
The compass is a two-legge d instrumen t that
is joined at the top. The legs are pointed and are
adjustable so that the distance between them may
vary. When used as dividers (to transfer lengths),
both legs are pointed. When used as a compass, one
point is replaced with a pencil or ink pen (World
Book).
Most compasses are made of metal, with the
exception of the large teaching aid compass, which
is made of wood. Compasses are very light weight
at about 2 1/2 to 3 ounces. They range in size
from 4 1/2 inches to as large as 12 inches. They
may be used to draw circles as small as 1/32 inch
and as large as 60 inches or more.
When the compass is used to draw a circle,
the point should be inserted in the leg with the
shoulder part down. The compass is opened to the
desired radius and the point is inserted in the
paper at the location for the center of the
circle. The compass is then held by the handle
that extends from the top. With thumb and index
finger, the compass is rotated in a clockwise
direction while downward pressure is applied. This
pressure keeps the point from jumping out of the
center hold (Nelson 11). "When drawing concentri c
(Zozzora
circles, draw the smallest one first''
65).
Ill. Uses
The compass is used to draw circles and arcs.
It is also useful when construct ing geometric
figures (World Book). In addition to draftsmen ,
the compasses are essential tools for many other
machinist s,
carpenter s,
including
craftsmen
pattern makers, tinsmiths , and toolmaker s.
Compasses may also be used as dividers. The
use of optional parts is required for this. These
parts include needle points that are adjustable
and reversible (Zozzora 65).
IV. Basic types
The two basic types of compasses are the
center-wh eel-adjust ment
friction- joint and the
type . According to John A. Nelson in Handbook of
Drafting Technolog y, "The friction- joint type is
still widely used for lightly laying out pencil
drawings which will be inked. The disadvanta ge of
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this type compass is that the setting may slip
when strong pressure is applied to the lead" (11).
The center-w heel-adj ustment type is very
accurate . The screw type adjustm ent holds the legs
stationa ry at the desired radius. This type is
very desirab le
for obtainin g
good
drafting
techniqu es (Zozzora 65).
V. Varietie s
There are many kinds of compass es in use
today. The spring-b ow is a center-w heel-adj ustment
type. It is usually small and instead of a joint
at the top,
its legs are connecte d by a spring
(McGraw -Hill 209). This spring is shaped like a
bow and the tendency of the spring to open the
legs is restrain ed by the center-w heel screw.
The beam compass is used to draw circles and
arcs larger than normal.
It is a bar with two
removab le parts attached . One part is the needle
point and the other is the pencil unit. The parts
can be slid along the bar to the desired position s
( Zozzora 65) .
The elliptic al compass can draw any degree of
ellipse or a full circle . This compass has a cam
disc that is located on the center post. This disc
can be rotated at any angle to cause the compass
to travel around the post in an elliptic al manner.
The disc can be removed and replaced with other
discs to
draw
polygons
and
other
shapes
( "Scannin g" ) .
Considin e in Academi c American EncYclo pedia
mention s, "A triangle compass having three legs is
used for transfer ring the vertices of a triangle "
( 155) .
The large wooden compass is used as a
teaching aid. It is made up of two pieces of dowel
pin about 12 inches in length that are hinged
togethe r at one end. One leg has an attachm ent to
hold a piece of chalk. This compass can be used on
a chalk board by instruct ors when demonst rating
drafting procedu res or geometr ic and mathema tical
diagram s.
Conclus ion
Although the compass is a versatil e
instrume nt, its use in drafting is declinin g. The
increasi ng use of the compute r for
drafting
purposes is the cause.
In the near future the
drafting table, along with the technic ian's tools,
will be a thing of the past.
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Reggie Woods
A Choice of Labels
(shudder )
"Are you a conserv ative or a
liberal? " The expressi on on the questio ner's face
made me doubt that he was interest ed in my answer
apart from finding an opportu nity to argue . I told
was
him that I didn't really know, that I
in
liberal
and
views
my
of
some
in
ative
conserv
me
told
and
t
contemp
of
look
a
me
gave
others. He
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I had better choose one or the other and stop
riding the fence.
Well, being I live in a world where
everything and everyone is classified, I decided
to try and find out which of the two I preferred.
The idea of being a liberal seemed more exciting
than that of being a (yawn) conservative ; however,
that didn't seem like an honest reason to side
with that particular
view. Before making
a
decision I needed to be sure that I knew the
difference between the two. Just what is
a
conservative .
what is a liberal? Which one
fits me?
The dictionary defines conservative as one
who
is
disposed
to
maintaining
existing
institutions or views; opposed to change. Its
definition of liberal is one who is not bound by
orthodox tenets of established forms in political
or religious philosophy. Paraphrased, the meanings
would be, a conservative likes things the way they
are and doesn't think a change would be any
better, if as good; and a liberal believes things
can always be improved and that an attempt should
be made to do so.
"Shucks," that doesn't help me
to decide which way to lean; I can appreciate both
views.
I remember seeing a religious program on
television recently and the "T.V. Evangelist" said
that the liberals in our country are trying to
change the concepts upon which our government is
based. He stated that our founding fathers (who,
in his opinion, were also "religious men" like
himself) framed
the Constitution ,
with
the
blessing of
God,
on
a
good
conservative
foundation. I wondered . .
. is there some great
conspiracy
by
evil
liberals,
intent
upon
subverting our Government? Should I join forces
with the patriotic conservative s and help save our
country? I've been riding the fence too long; I
must do my part in this national struggle to join.
I must investigate these beliefs and make a
decision.
Okay, now I know how I can determine my
standing in this battle of opposing views. I will
check out the concepts in our Constitution ; if I
consider them good, and I don't with to change
them, then I will be considered a Conservative . If
I believe it would be an improvement to alter or
discard them, then I will be considered a Liberal.
The Constitution , drawn up in Philadelphia in
1787, included no specific guarantee of the basic
freedoms . Many of the people were suspicious of
this omission and demanded a correction of this
oversight. In order to win ratification, the new
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Congre ss propos ed amendm ents that became a part of
the Consti tution . These ten amendm ents are known
as the Bill of Rights .
I'll concen trate on the first amendm ent,
being it covers many of the issues I hear being
debated in our society . It states , "Congr ess shall
of
respec ting an establi shmen t
make no law
se
exerci
free
the
iting
prohib
or
religio n,
of
or
,
speech
of
freedom
the
ing
thereo f; or abridg
the press; or the right of the people peacea bly to
assemb le, and to petitio n the Govern ment for a
redress of grieva nces." These concep ts make up the
basic founda tion of liberty . These fundam ental
person al rights are guaran teed to all the people
in our society .
Differ ing interp retatio ns of the very first
words of the First Amendm ent seem to be the
cataly st in promot ing much heated debate betwee n
persua sions
religio us
differe nt
of
those
sion) . Some
persua
us
(includ ing those of no religio
ruling
the
over
upset
are
faction s in our society
public
in
prayer
ning
of the Suprem e Court concer
school s. The court decreed that any kind of
devotio nal exerci se may not be introdu ced into the
public school curricu lum. Some people say this
decisio n infring es on their religio us rights . What
they fail to realize is that our governm ent was
establi shed to protec t the rights of minori ties as
well as the majori ty . The court stated that it
doesn' t wish to prohib it anyone from prayin g, but
only to preven t religio us sponso rship by public
school s. This idea is to protec t the rights of
forced
from
differe nt belief s
those having
am in
I
.
es
exercis
partici pation in religio us
wish
not
do
and
n
retatio
agreem ent with this interp
by
mark
check
a
down
put
to change it; so
conser vative .
The Consti tution not only forbids Congre ss
from making a law respec ting an establi shmen t of
religio n, but it also forbids any law "prohi biting
the free excerc ise thereo f." This ruling protec ts
all religio ns--ev en the ones we consid er "far
out." We may not agree with anothe r's belief , but
we need to rememb er that the way to protec t our
own freedom is to make sure the other fellow has
his freedom too. Anothe r check by conser vative,
please .
Our democr atic system of governm ent, which
places the importa nce of the individ ual above the
state, guaran tees us the right to speak freely,
organi ze, and questio n governm ent decisio ns. Some
people act as if the right to practic e these
freedom s applie s only to themse lves and those of
like persua sion. They would be the first "up in
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arms" if they were ordered to cease expressing
their opinions. I state once more, if we wish to
retain our personal freedom we must be willing to
protect the freedom of all others, even when their
beliefs are different from our own . That's three
check marks by conservative!
It seems that some of the labeling people do
of the Supreme Court as liberal is erroneous in
light of the definition of the words "liberal" and
"conservative . " If conservative means one who
wishes to preserve existing institutions or views,
then many of those who are labeled liberal are in
fact conservative, because they are striving to
preserve the freedoms that are set forth by our
Constitution. The truth is that some who classify
themselves as conservative are trying to bend the
Constitution to their personal views, and this
makes them liberals.
As for me, I believe that if something is
good, keep
it.
I
guess this
makes me
a
conservative.

68053856086
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Unnce 6rnfton
Aspects of the American Westward Movement
Frederick Jackson Turner and Charles Beard,
two of this nation's foremost political
and
historical writers , have developed opposing theses
as to the reasoning behind the American westward
movement. The Turner thesis proposes that the main
motivati·o nal factor that convinced Americans to
move west was idealistic reasoning, such
as
individualism and the promise of great wealth and
power , and abundant land, free for the taking .
Several characters in A. B. Guthrie's novel, ~
Way West, typify and illustrate the way in which
both theses are actually valid. Americans moved
west for both idealistic and economic reasons, as
well as for reasons incorporating the concepts of
both . In the novel , Irvine Tadlock is motivated by
economic reasons, Dick Summers' motivation is
purely idealistic in nature, and Life Evans is
motivated by reasons that are both economic and
idealistic .
The Beard thesis, represented in the novel by
Irvine Tadlock,
stresses the
pure
economic
viewpoint and tends to subordinate human actions,
ideals , and emotions down to blind
economic
forces . It is very negative and selfish in scope .
Economic self-interes t
is
the
only
factor
addressed in its philosophy. Tadlock hoped that by
convincing enough people to join a train, and that
by leading the party to Oregon, he assured his
candidacy and election to a congressiona l office,
once the territory was annexed as a state in the
union. Another idea, specifically a governorship
in the new territory, surely drove him on to lead
in organizing a train as well. These dreams of
political
power
were
Tadlock's
overriding
motivational forces. He had moved his family from
Illinois down to Independence with full intention
of setting up and organizing a wagon train that he
himself would
lead . Through
much pain
and
patience, Tadlock organized the "On to Oregon"
train and was overwhelming ly voted its captain .
Although his organization al and administrativ e
abilities were quite evident, his diplomacy lacked
any style .
Through
a series
of
unpopular
decisions, Tadlock was forced to resign
his
position as captain. His first thoughts after the
resignation were centered on other places that
might need leaders, such as Texas or California.
It becomes quite evident to the reader at this
point that Oregon doesn't hold the magic spell
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over Tadlock that it does over other characters,
such as Lije Evans . Tadlock wanted a position in
the government no matter where he was forced to
go. His motivation is quite clear .
In direct contrast to the Beard thesis, the
Turner thesis, represented by the fictional Dick
westward
Summers , suggests that the American
idealistic
by
inspired solely
movement was
reasons . The thesis states that individualism ,
heroism, the search for adventure, and a more rich
that
all aspects
life, are
and fulfilling
motivated millions of people to move west. To
expand and build up the United States was also a
concern that prompted many to journey West. Dick
Summers, the Indian ex- mountain man and scout for
this
Oregon" train, exemplifies
the "On to
idealistic theory in his reasoning for going to
Oregon . After the sudden death of his wife,
Summers' thoughts returned to days gone by, days
with
bargaining
and
camping,
of trapping,
hunting
Blackfoot and Crow Indians, days of
buffalo and sitting beside streams that ran " quick
and clear . " He seemed to be searching for some
lost time and place where he had been carefree and
where life was simple and natural. Oregon had been
In fact, the
Summers' home in younger years.
entire western frontier had been his home at one
time . On his moving to Missouri to farm, he had
married a white woman and settled down, left with
only memories of a more free and mobile existence.
These memories haunted Summers at the time he was
asked to be scout for the train. His decision to
go was not based on anything economic whatsoever,
but on dreams and thoughts of his glorious past.
for
The trip was Summers' way of searching
whatever it was that could once again fill that
void he had had since settling down in Missouri .
Each encounter with rivers, mountain passes, and
Indians was like stepping into the past for
Summers . Guthrie leaves the decision up to the
reader as to whether Dick Summers ever finds what
he was searching for, as toward the end of the
novel, Summers bids farewell to the party at the
Williamette to go his own way. To "make a buck,"
was not his motivation for leaving Missouri, but a
search for a time long past.
Lastly, and representativ e of the majority of
westward-bou nd pioneers, was Lije Evans. Economic
reasons motivated him to uproot his family from
the secure surroundings and close friends in
He
Oregon.
West to
move
Independence , to
and
of the forests
envisioned the vastness
prairies and the richness of the soil and thought
of the potential wealth that could be had only for
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the costs of hards hips along the way and hard work
on the ranch . Many consid ered the prosp ects of
free land and rich growin g condi tions- -reaso ns
enough for journe ying west to Orego n. Howev er,
Evans had reason s other than econom ic for movin g.
He knew full well that the Orego n territ ory was
partia lly settle d by the Britis h and felt a
patrio tic duty to move them out and settle the
land first- -to "build up Uncle Sam. " Evans also
seemed tired of his munda ne existe nce in Misso uri
and felt a deep longin g to make a new start for
himse lf and his family . A huge, untame d territ ory
like Oregon seemed the perfe ct oppor tunity for
Evans to make such a move.
Indeed , he gave
consid erable thoug ht to every implic ation such a
move would have for Brown ie, his teenag e son, and
Rebec ca, his wife, and the huge adjust ments they
would have to make . Yet, the more Evans heard
about this encha nted place, and the more he
consid ered good again st bad, the more optim istic
he becam e about its outcom e, hence , the decisi on
to make the move. Evans seemed more motiv ated by
the ideal istic side of his thoug hts, but econom ic
reason s played a major role in his final decisi on.
The Ameri can westw ard movem ent has been
studie d and analyz ed many times by histor ians, and
indeed , Frede rick Turne r and Charle s Beard , with
their theses , descri be,
very gener ally ,
why
Ameri cans packed up every thing they owned and
trave lled overla nd for two thousa nd miles to claim
stake in raw, untame d wilde rness . Of the millio ns
who undert ook the journe y, many were
Irvine
Tadloc ks with large wealth and politi cal power in
their eyes; and some were like Dick Summe rs, who
had lived there before and were going back to
captur e the same magic that once entran ced them
long ago. The major ity, howev er , were like Lije
Evans , who moved west for a combi nation
of
reason s. The move seemed econo micall y
feasib le
and, at the same time, satisf ied Evans ' desire to
help build the nation
and his family .
His
ideal istic dream s helped , in part, to ration alize
away any doubt he may have had about the econom ic
and finan cial implic ations of the move. When
viewed from a broad persp ective and in retros pect,
Turne r and Beard are both corre ct as to why the
westw ard movem ent took place , and A. B. Guthr ie
incorp orates a wide varie ty of chara cters in ~
WaY West to portra y each philos ophy as well as
variou s combi nation s of ideal istic and ecomom ic
motiv es . For whate ver reason s, many migra ted west
and, in doing so, expand ed and change d the size
and chara cter of the United States .
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Charles R. William
How Your Car's Fender Bender is Repaired
If you have the misfortun e to be in an
accident and take your car to a body shop, you
might wonder how the repairs are done. The process
involves four basic steps that are easily mastered
by the auto body man .
1 . Determini ng the type of repair .
When a car is wrecked, a study is made of the
accident to determine the type of collision and
the best method to use to fix it . This is done
because when a car is bent, it wrinkles. The place
where the car wrinkles last is the place to start
first. Upon determinin g where to start, the car is
ready for phase two--in this case, pulling out the
dent.
2. Pulling out the dent.
With what is called a "pull rod," small holes
are drilled into the crease of the dent about
9/64" in diameter and 1/4" apart. The nose of the
pull rod is inserted in the drilled hole and
yanked on with a piston-lik e rod attached to it .
This method is repeated until the dent falls in
line with the curvature of the auto.
Sometimes it is not necessary to drill holes
in the auto . A dinging hammer and dolly are used
in this case . This process simply involves using
the dolly which is curved at various degrees and
hitting the metal with the hammer to fit the
curvature of the car. This procedure brings about
the next process, which is to fill and sand the
holes left by the drilling, if necessary .
3. Filling and sanding the holes.
When the auto is drilled, it leaves "burrs"
in the metal . These burrs are sanded or ground
with a grinder and filled with solder. If the auto
wasn ' t drilled, dents too small to eliminate are
filled with a compound . This compound consists of
a substance called heat and bondo (a plastic).
These two compounds are mixed in proportion and
applied to the dents to dry for fifteen (15)
minutes . Upon drying, the compound is sanded to a
smooth surface
to
match the
auto's.
Upon
completing the sanding, the car is ready for
painting.
4. Painting the car.
When a dent is repaired in a car, the whole
car need not be painted unless requested . The car
is primed with a primer that will match the paint
being used. The primed car is then sanded to get a
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smooth surface. The car is then painted to the
customer's satisfaction .
5. Conclusion.
The repairs made on your auto, depending on
the extent, can usually be made in one day. It is
to one's advantage to know the dealer with whom
his auto is entrusted. Properly done, your auto
will look good as new .

Doyle W. Ritheson
Learning about the Clients
at Fort VI orth State School
I started working at the Fort Worth State
School because I thought it would be a convenient
job for me while I continued my education in
college. I didn't know what to expect because I
had never been around retarded people. But I was
looking forward to learning about them; it was a
wanting
I was
thought, since
I
challenge.
opportunity
good
a
be
would
this
work,
part-time
to learn about them. I was almost ashamed to admit
that I didn't know anything about retarded people
and that I had not even given them very much
thought. But during orientation I was put to ease,
because no one in my class had been around them
either.
I remember my first day at the school--! was
standing in the doorway looking outside through
the window in the door. I was thinking how glad I
was to be on the inside, safe from those crazy
people. I had a very insecure feeling that they
might try to hurt me, like hit me in the head so I
too would be crazy just like them. A man who was
in orientation with me walked up to the door so he
too could watch the clients. A learned he also had
very inexplicable fears about the clients. As we
talked, a group of the clients came walking by.
One of the clients, a woman grabbed me around the
waist to hug me. She started calling me her
boyfriend and saying "I love you, I love you." I
froze. I didn't know what I was supposed to do.
Thoughts were going through my head: Should I push
her away? No, she might get mad and start crying
or no telling what . The other workers might think
I am mean and hard. But, who cares? If I don't
protect myself, she might hurt me. About that
time, she let go of me and ran to the other man
that I had been talking to. He had started
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laughing at loud at her and at my predicame nt.
But, when she grabbed him, I could tell the same
thoughts were probably running through his head
that had just ran through mine. Suddenly, it
wasn't so funny to him anymore.
I turned and left him standing there,
helplessly in a bear hug with the client, as the
staff in charge of the client was trying to get
him loose. I was getting worried and wondered, "Am
I going to be able to handle working here with
these crazy people?" I was thinking I might have
made a terrible mistake to think I could work here
with these crazy people . But in orientatio n class,
the instructo rs kept drilling it in our heads that
the clients were retarded, not crazy. But to me
the meanings were the same. "Crazy," "Retarded ,"
what's the difference ? They both do weird things.
The instructo rs in orientatio n kept saying things
like, "What's normal?" And I kept thinking about
the man I had been watching earlier. He was
jumping around flapping his arms like they were
wings and
with
his
mouth
he
was
going
"whoo-who o-whoo." I thought, "That's not normal."
And then my memory would remind me that I didn't
act normal all the time. I thought, "If someone
was to follow me around watching my every move,
they might catch me doing something that they
would not think was normal, and if I was watching
myself I might not think it was normal either.
I
would chuckle to myself and think, "Maybe I belong
out here as a client, also."
Well, I am very glad I made it through
orientatio n because I have enjoyed working with
the clients. I know a lot of them by name, and I
have become friends with them. Take Jerry, a young
man who loves music, especially Elvis Presley. He
can tell the names and birthdate s of all the older
rock and roll singers (those of the Elvis era) and
even knows who sang what song. He starts dancing
as he talks about them, a bounce-lik e movement
that includes his head, because he hears the music
as he talks of his favorite mus1c1ans . He has a
young, innocent child-lik e expression on his face,
when week after week he asks my name; then he
always follows with,
"When is Buck coming to
work?" Buck
is another
security guard
who
evidently has won Jerry's friendship , for he
always remembers his name.
I always respond with
the same, "Oh, he will be working pretty soon." He
walks off then.
Jimmy and Daniel come riding by on their
bicycles. Jimmy looks about twenty-on e. He is
always smiling when he comes up to you. When he
talks, you can't understand him, but he can
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usually get his message across by pointing and
saying parts of words. His most common express i on
is, "uh-huh, uh-huh. " His friend Daniel is a very
handsom e six foot , four or five inch man. He too
looks about twenty- one . You would never guess that
he was retarded just by looking at him. I guess of
all the clients, Daniel being retarded bothers me
be
"He can't
I watch him and think,
most.
retarded ." He looks so handsom e and intellig ent.
But when he talks to you he leaves no doubt about
nice,
a very
He is
his mental conditio n.
affectio nate young man. I sit and watch Jimmy and
Daniel ride their bicycles all over the campus
hour after hour . It appears that it is their
favorite entertai nment . They seem to enjoy it,
laughing and hollerin g at one another as they ride
around the campus .
Most of the clients realize somethin g is
wrong with them. I don't think that they fully
understa nd what it is, but then we don't either . I
guess the favorite client to tell on is Bo . He has
stolen the keys to several cars on campus and
driven around until he wrecks them, once totallin g
someone 's 280-ZX Datsun . The story on Bo that's
told most often is the time he went to Southtow n
Dodge. He went inside the showroom ; and while
looking at the new cars on display, he found one
with the keys in it. He got in it like anyone else
who might be thinking about buying a new car . The
only differen ce was Bo started it up and drove
through the plate glass window of the showroom .
Bo
police finally got
When the Fort Worth
He
Worth.
Fort
downtown
in
was
he
ed,
barricad
jumped out of the car with his hands high above
his head hollerin g at the policeme n who had their
"Don't
saying,
guns drawn and ready to fire,
shoot, don't shoot! I am mentally retarded and I
belong to the Fort Worth State School!"
Bo is retarded and if you talk to him a
little while you can tell he is. Physica lly , he's
in good conditio n, but mentally he is a small
child in an adult body. Bo and I are good friends .
He is always wanting to ride around with me so he
I brag on him and his
can play his radio for me.
choice of music. He enjoys this a lot .
I have grown to enjoy working at the State
School very much and I don't have the fears of
I care for the
those "crazy people" anymore .
clients very much. I now have a love for them that
I didn't think was possible for me to have. The
FWSS is a good place to work, and it has been a
very good experien ce for me. Even when the same
woman client, the one who grabbed me and the other
guy on our first day, grabs me again, I know she
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isn't going to hurt me. I will pat her on the
shoulder and tell her, "Well, thank you and I love
you, too." I also enjoy watching and listening to
the parents talk to their children who
are
clients. You can see the love for one another in
their facial expressions. If I ever have a child
that is retarded and I can't take care of him,
I
would like for the Fort Worth State School to
accept him as a resident on their campus.

Connie Morehead

Emotions
Emotions
Flowing, pouring from my soul like a
long winding creek after a spring
shower, sometimes so strong that they
overflow, spreading, engulfing everything
in sight until at last, they
ebb and return to normal heights,
gently flowing once again until
perhaps the next spring shower,
however brief, comes my way . . .

Connie Morehead

What I Said
There was a time when what I'd
said meant what I meant; and what
I did I'd really do; and even so, that
when I did or when I didn't, everybody
knew.
So it occurred to me that these things
I'd said and said I'd do were plainly
in the open; and if I'd said I would,
that was really what I'd planned to do.
But somewhere in the course of things,
I did what I'd said I wouldn't do.
So please excuse me for the latter, and
I hope that next time I'll do better, too.
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Claudie D. Holstein

Melancholy Mime
In the middle of the three-ring tent
Where joys and fears are gaily spent
Where pachyderms dance and lions roar
Where ladies float and humans soar
When away the smiling faces go
Lightened hearts that saw the show
When more than a thousand empty seats
Bid good day to deadly feats
While the echoes die and big cats brood
I spy a strange vicissitude
Outside the people flutter about
Wagering dimes as hucksters shout
I go back in for a taste of air
Away from Satan's earthly lair
The crowd is gone and the roustabouts
There're none to scream, applaud or shout
So I climb atop the lion's seat
And on fresh bales rest titan feet
I lean my back on the center mast
And dream of a dream that did not last

Claudie D. Holstein

The Rhymster's Revenge
Dear Sir:
I really do not mean to trouble you with
words that ring; but I like to play with words
that rhyme, and many's the day I pass my time
making the little buggers chime; and I look inside
this blasted book, and what I see leaves me
terribly shook . . For sir it seems that no one deems
words that rhyme and sing and chime as worthy of
their precious time. They say as a poetic device
(even though it might be nice), that rhyme's now
grown tired; but sir in the hands of a poet
inspired it can help the very soul catch fire. So
sir, I beg, please bear with me and take a little
look to see; for sir, I respectfully submit, these
little lines of rhyme I've writ.
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Chris Lee Furchner

Daffodils Hold Up the Sky
I see that time does not heal pain;
it just puts it in the past
And the past cannot be changed, only learned from
The past is the tunnel, and woe to the fool
who turns around to enter again
his own darkness.
And, though blind and lost, I felt your hand
reaching, waiting .
I was afraid nothing could rise from the ashes,
thought my fearful flight had come too close
to the sun.
Running scared, hiding away, it seemed there was
no end
to the dark tunnel
But like the cat, upon losing life, discovers
there is one more, I took your hand
And we'll watch the daffodils bloom.

Chris Lee Furchner

The Box
Scraps of paper
each with memory inscribed
All in a box
Keep the box
close it tight now that life is over
Store it away
When tears come
get out the box, so tenderly, so fearfully
But it must be done
Read the scraps
with trembled fingers, aching eyes
A necessary evil
If only some
could be erased, written again
Maybe then . . .

Scraps of paper
all in a box, all final
Tears in the dust

Chris lee Furchner
When the Smoke Clears

And after all this I stand alone
Having waited for the precious sun to rise
I find my heart an island all its own
How I cried to be the smile in your eyes
You leave me like a tree in winter's death
You are the wind that blows the leaves away
You ' re also springtime's wonder-warming breath
If love runs deep then pain comes the same way

Chris lee Furchner
Retreat

Six verses on my paper here
Do not much to tell the fear
I have for the remainder of my days
I cringe, I dodge, I hide away
When someone calls, "not here" I say
I am the hermit, on his mountaintop
I have lost all trust in hearts
That most fiendish of human parts
Its cut and stab more lethal than the sword
I trust not his, I trust not yours
I'm closing windows, locking doors
While I still have some pieces left to find
And should perhaps the sunlight seek
A crack through which it dares to peek
It may not find there's any left at all
Pain locks doors and pain breaks hearts;
Fear stops love before it starts .
Prisoners cry forever for the key.
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Elizabeth McClure

I Only Want to See
Just legs and feet, and shoes so big,
As far as I can see .
But Mommie says I'm heavy,
And she won't carry me.
I try my best to tell her,
But I don't know the words.
Someday I'll be big and tall,
And I won't carry her!
I cry sometimes and cause a scene.
I tug at Momrnie's hand.
People stop and stare at me;
They don't understand.
My mommie says I'm spoiled,
And Daddy thinks so too.
But Grandpa understands;
He knows just what to do .
When I'm on Grandpa's shoulder,
I'm as good as I can be,
Cause Grandpa understands
I only want to see.

Steuen Bailey

Friday's Reflection
My
glorified existence
dies
in front of a girl
who claims
she won't care anymore
after Saturday
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Steuen Bailey

Poetry?
i couldn't describe
that
dead tree
outside
my window
and
there isn't
a
naked woman
in
sight

Steuen E. Amerson

The Court Jester
Everyone wonders , who is that man who walks around
town
Laughing and telling jokes like a circus clown?
No one knows his name but he sure is funny;
He's always dressed nice and has lots of money.
He's just the jester; he's only the jester.
He's seen with all the right people in all the
right places
And he always brings a smile to their faces.
Whenever there's a party he's always invited
and when he performs, the crowd is delighted .
When he strums his banjo and sings his song
The whole world laughs together; he cries alone.
They say he was born in a village not far
Right at the end of the very last war.
His mother was poor, his father old
And that for fame and fortune he sold his soul.
They all laugh when he speaks; few know his name.
They love him; they covet him; none share his
pain.
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He's worth his weight in gold, they all say with
pride
But none can see the loneliness that he tries so
hard to hide.
He ' s just the jester, he's only the jester.
His mind is sharp, and quick with a rhyme
But his heart grows empty, more hollow with tlme.
He often dreams of another life, of wonderful
children,
And a loving wife; but he knows that for him it's
much too late.
So he strums his banjo, resigned to his fate.
He will make you forget your troubles, forget
about your fears;
And when the curtains are closed and the applause
has died
He will shed his lonely tears.
He cries long and deeply, oblivious to his pride .
He weeps not for the jester, but for the man
that's trapped inside.
When he has cried until he can cry no more
He picks up his banjo off the floor.
He struts off with a fancy gait;
The world awaits him, he must'nt be late.
He consoles himself half-hearted ly, "Ha, better a
jester than a thief"
But the shadow that follows the man is bent and
torn with grief.
When he strums his banjo and sings his song
The whole world laughs together--he cries alone.
He's just the jester. He's only the jester.

Erit Oonewho

I-35 Blues
Bumper to bumper,
Wheel to wheel,
Get out of my way;
I'm missing my meal.
I'm headed home,
And I'm in a hurry;
There's a wreck ahead,
I'm beginning to worry.
My head is aching;
My car's getting hot.
I feel like I'm sitting
In a parking lot.
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The radio is on,
Keeping me alive;
Jetcopter 820
Says: "Forget 35."
We all know it's bad,
And getting worse.
I think it would be faster
If I used reverse.
It's under construction,
But please don't fear.
It'll soon be finished;
It's just a matter of years.
So when you're homeward bound
Through the construction crews,
Stay calm, stay cool,
And sing the 35 blues.

Michael R. Sanderson

Rebirth
I was dead,
but am no more.
'Twas but four days ago:
a warm, yet cold, morning.
I awoke
in a desolate,
dead land.
But the coming days
brought hope,
yes,
even cheer .
Now,
I am aging
recalled to life;
for today is
FRIDAY!
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Ronald Warren

Space Shuttle
Spac e shuttle set to lunge .
Everyone waited ,
Not knowing tragedy lay ahead .
Sadness shocked:
The world saw heroes
In smoke
Destroyed .
I never will forget .
No time to prepare,
Courage and destiny unpredictable .
Love and respect for you seven
Forever live on .
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